SILLY   SALLIE

Silly Sallie! Silly Sallie I

Called the boys down Blind Man's Alley;

But she, still smiling, never made

A sign she had heard, or answer gave ;

Her blue eyes in her skimpy hair

Seemed not to notice they were there;

Seemed still to be watching, rain or shine,

Some other place, not out, but in :

Though it pleased the boys in Blind Man's Alley

Still to be shouting Silly Sallie!

BREAD   AND   CHERRIES

'Cherries, ripe cherries !'

The old woman cried,
In her snowy white apron,

And basket beside;
And the little boys came,

Eyes shining, cheeks red,
To buy bags of cherries

To eat with their bread.

I   CAN'T   ABEAR

I can't abear a Butcher,

I can't abide his meat,
The ugliest shop of all is his,

The ugliest in the street;
Bakers' are warm, cobblers' dark

Chemists* burn watery lights;
But oh, the sawdust butcher's shop,

That ugliest of sights !
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